


“IV HY IV HELL MI ST THERE RE i 'DEVIL’?” 

Cood question. I"rankly, the reason for there being a DEVIL is 
that we enjoy money and all of the delights that money makes so readily 
available tit us. One of the things we feel that ire do best, ("Mo Mary, ire 
promised ire irouldn't tell and ire are not going to.’’) is to understand 
Hie likes, dislikes, mores, foibles, and idiosyncrasies of the mature 
male. Let's face it. There is a bit of the bon rirant. a resemblance of the 
roue, and a dash of the DEI IL. in the mildest, meekest. “.Vo / don’t do 
the Tirist. hut I'd simply adore dancing the next madrigal trith you.” 
II ill o' the II isp. II e guess that this is a good thing because ire remem¬ 
ber a particularly understanding biology professor uho explained that 
this is the tray nature intended it. (li e remember him particularly irell 
because he iras the only professor at the university irho iras dating the 
same girls that ire were.) 

Actually, what we intend to do in DEI IL is fill pages icith especial¬ 
ly delightful photographs of devastatingly attractive girls and pithy, 
biting, often satirical comment on today's scene. 

II e are not going to fry to overwhelm you with a pseudo-intellec¬ 
tual approach. You will find no articles on the psyche as interpreted by 
Rabelais in “II hispering Conversation To I 16th Century Distant Rela¬ 
tive." They that want to read for morbid education rather than mor¬ 
dant edification, we invite to continue reading that other publication 
that sells cufflinks, ues. tie racks, wallets, cigarette cases, jackets, 
shirts, bottlers, sailors, skimmer, matches, napkins, key chains, club 
mi’inberships. tours, and soon, possibly countries: all monogrammed 
with a replica of their leader: a rabbit. II e do suggest, however, that 
every now and then you drop back for a glance through DEI IL. 1 ou U 
find a moment of revelation and the sure sport of excitement that we 
hope to always have waiting here for you. 

So the answer to. "who in hell net*ds a Devil,” is, stated simply, 
"You." n hy not brouse through the following pages and see if you 
don't agree with us. 

Editor 
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A MATTER OF 



CURTIS 


Everybody wants to get into the act. 
The everybody includes delectable and 
fascinating Joannie Curtis. Not satisfied 
in being a top photographer's model, 
Joannie has here grabbed off the lens 
man's job and poses herself prettily all 
by herself. Using an attachment to give 
her time enough to run back and strike 
the pose, Joannie laughs at some of her 
sister models in the high fashion field. 
It's a good thing that Joannie has such 
an . . . uh . . . interesting body. We find 

















































"It that's the wnv she wants it, 
that's the wav she's going to have 
it." thought Martv f ranc. I II give 
that broad the wildest, sexiest, gor¬ 
iest investigation ever seen in Pul- 
ham Countv. Bv the time she gets 
through with this case she II think 
she’s been living a Mickcv Spillane 
novel ' 

The big detective smiled to him¬ 
self tn anticipation. "Why not." he 
decided. "Nancv Neighbors was not 
onlv rich and beautiful, she loved 
the excitement of the unusual. The 
danger of the jump in a fox hunt 
was enough to actually stimulate a 
sexual gratification in this chick . . . 
Well," Crane thoughtfully summed 
up," Miss Neighbors, gentlemen of 
the jury. Chairman of the Farrel 
Street Branch of the Fidelity Home 
and Trust Security Bank, I am going 
to deliver unto your hands enough 
of the makings to hand this society 
doll a complete orgv. I plead guilty 
as charged and I'm going to charge 
plenty." 

He tilted the king sized coffee 
mug to his lips. Coffee was more 
than a drink to Crane. It was a 
necessity, a fetish, a ritual. He 
emptied his big seventeen cup coffee 
maker at least twice a day when he 

A Marty Crane 


was working in his office. He be¬ 
lieved in no commercial message 
that he'd ever seen on television ex¬ 
cept the one tor Colombian coffee. 
His brand was Brown Gold, a pure 
Colombian and by far the richest, 
tastiest nectar ever. As he passed 
the sideboard where the big alumi¬ 
num pot gurgled in it s thermostatic 
efforts to keep the coffee at drink¬ 
ing temperature. Crane pulled the 
plug. He wouldn’t be back tonight. 

He was wrong. 

Well, not really wrong. 

He just wasn't right. 

He didn’t return at all because he 
didn't have to. He didn’t leave. As 
he flicked out the overhead light 
and opened the door he was hit by 
the blast. 

It wasn’t an atomic explosion. 

It wasn’t even TNT. 

Hate to disappoint you but it 
wasn’t a shotgun, a rifle, a pistol, a 
revolver, bow and arrow, or even 
a pea shooter. 

It was a fifty dollar an ounce 
''Joy" perfume and the blast must 
have contained two hundred dollars 
worth of it. It stung Crane’s eyes, 
stained his shirt, burned his lungs 
and made his nose do the Niagara 
bit. 


As he tought to regain his senses 
he felt himself being pushed back 
into his office. His first inclination 
was to slug out at whoever was push¬ 
ing him. That was while he still 
thought the stinging pupils meant an 
acid attack. He thought that for a 
split second. In that second he man¬ 
aged to get a water filtered view of 
I' is assailant. 

What the hell . . Nancy Neigh¬ 
bors. 

"If you’re going to handle the 
case like a pansv, ' the fiery. car¬ 
mine lipped and tipped brownette 
spat, "vou might as well smell Jikc 
one." She then reached down, 
grabbed the still hot coffee maker, 
and calmly poured it down the front 
of his pants. He didn't scream for al¬ 
most ten seconds. Then he hit her. 
He hit her like he'd have hir a man 
Hard, fast, clean. A man would have 
dropped and been out for twenty 
minutes. 

Not Nancv Neighbors. 

She was out for an hour and a 
half. 

After all, a man has his pride 
Martv Crane had his pride He loved 
coffee . . ■ but everything it it's place 

He glanced at the sprawled girl 
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lying on the office floor. The tan 
satin that was her thigh continued 
onward and upward to where her 
dress curtained her body. Nancy 
Neighbors was a sun worshipper. 
The bronze color wasn’t broken by 
any Bikini line . . . unless of course 
she wore the Bikini to cover her 
navel. The dress hadn’t folded back 
"that’ far. 

Smiling bitterly Crane walked to 
the sink that was hidden in a cor¬ 
ner of the office, took a bottle of 
shaving lotion off the shelf and 
calmly poured it over the unconcious 
girl. He then reached for the coffee 
pot. He started to pour the remain 
of the tepid brew over 

He couldn’t do it. Maybe it 
was his artistic temperament. A thing 
of beauty should be allowed to re¬ 
main in sweet repose. He thought 
back to the line in "This Is My Be¬ 
loved." Something to do with coffee 
flavored kisses. He almost laughed 
out loud. With barely a glance. 
Crane crossed the office and began 
to strip off his clothes. They reeked 
from the heavy French perfume. 

He h ad no spare clothes at the of¬ 
fice. A pair of hangers rigged out 
of the window' and perhaps, he 
thought, the breeze will make them 


wearable by morning. "What the 
hell!" "Another night shot." Crane 
cleaned out his coffee maker, poured 
in fresh cold w'ater, more than 
enough coffee and plugged the pot 
into the socket. Soon the pot 

and the girl were gurgling in unison. 
Crane wondered w'hich w'ould be 
ready first. The coffee won by over 
an hour . 

Crane was sitting at his desk read¬ 
ing a two month old copy of Ascot 
Magazine. The coffee pot was half 
empty, his mug half full. His feet 
were propped on the top drawer 
which stood slightly open showing 
the stack of folders that held the 
routine reports indigent to the 
agency. 

Nancy Neighbors groaned. Crane 
looked up from the picture of the 
long limbed, lovely and absolutely 
nude. Ascot Angel. 

"Good morning," he smiled, 
"Sleep well?" 

The girl rolled over on her side, 
noticed that she was at least forty 
percent exposed and shrugged. 
"Well," she croaked huskily, "That’s 
better." 

Crane damned near fell off the 
chair. He’d expected to be fired on 
the spot. He’d been envisioning law 
suits, battles, perhaps even a physical 

by 


meeting w'ith thugs hired bv the late¬ 
ly unconcious girl. She fooled him. 

She liked it. 

Testing her jaw' to be sure that it 
wouldn’t fall off, Nancy wabbled to 
her feet. The pungent odor of the 
shaving lotion hit her nostrils. "You 
louse," she hissed, "At least you 
could have used a decent brand. This 
stuff smells like Gutter Drainings 
Number Two." 

"Honey, that’s exactly where you 
and your sick mind belong," whis¬ 
pered Crane. "What in hell do you 
mean by pulling a bit like that? 
What were you trying to prove? 
What’s the percentage? I work for 
you, Miss Neighbors. Why did you 
want to either embarrass me or per¬ 
haps put me out of action?" 

Her eyes opened wide. "Put you 
out of action? How? Did the per¬ 
fume hurt the poor little baby?" 

This was a sarcastic w'hine. Crane 
couldn’t believe his ears, this broad 
was still putting him on. "No," he 
growled. 

That was an awful thing to do . . . 

I mean ... a man could De . . . "The 
words wouldn’t come. "What did 
you hope to accomplish? What was 
in it for you? What did you think 
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that I'd do? I just don’t under* 
stand.” 

"Well, for one thing I felt that if 
I could wake you up to the fact that 
I didn’t want you sitting around on 
your duff instead of digging into 
the case, you might cause some ex¬ 
citement. You impressed me as an 
excitement type man. Crane, and I 
meant to light the fuse.” 

"But how did you expect to get 

nit 

away? 

"I was just going to throw the 
perfume and run. I thought you’d 
feel that it was an acid attack. By 
time you realized what had hap¬ 
pened, I would be gone. I wanted to 
hear you tell me about being per¬ 
fumed into submission. I think you’d 
take on the Untouchables before 
you’d do that.” 

"So?” 

^'So you acted like I thought you 
would and I found that it made me 
so mad that when I saw the coffee 
pot there I couldn’t resist the urge, 
the I hope I didn’t scald . . . any- 

"Naw. That thermostat hasn’t 
been working right for weeks now. 
If the pot had been new, I’d still be 
screaming.” 

"I’m glad.” 

She looked it. Crane was amazed. 
Here this wild chick who had put 
him out of business for over an hour 
... so far . . . was accepting the 
whole ridiculous evening as com¬ 
monplace and was almost apologiz¬ 
ing. He’d never understand women. 

Never. 

Never ever. 

Nancy stretched to her full lithe 
five feet four. Her tip tilted breasts 
strained to be free of the gossamer 
bodice of her dress. Poor dress. It 
was an unfair battle. * 

"Well. Don’t just sit there, Crane, 
Pour me a cup of coffee.” 

Crane grinned, slid off the chair 
and for the first time realized that 
he was wearing shoes, socks, under¬ 
shirt and shorts. His outter garments 
were all hanging out the window. He 
started to opologize. 

He started to. 

That’s as far as he got. 

When he turned to make his ex¬ 
cuses the girl had already removed 
her dress. With an underhand Hip 
she sailed it at him. 

"Hang it out the window with 
vour stuff, will you? I can’t go out 
smelling like a barber shop.” 

"What’s sauce for the goose,” 
Crane grinned. The dress came fly¬ 
ing at him and he missed it. I don’t 
blame him. All that the fiery angel 


was wearing beneath the dress was 
a sun tan. Her breasts, now free 
from stress were full, ripe pears, 
budded with pink. Firm. Erect. Mag¬ 
nificent. 

Her tummy was flat, and seemed 
fashioned of alabaster. Every 
muscle, every curve, every tantaliz¬ 
ing innuendo of her sultry stance, 
was a love son? in motion. Crane 
reacted. He wished for a moment 
that he had retrieved his trousers 
so that the reaction wouldn’t be so 
obvious. 

Then, he had no further time for 
thought. She was in his arms. His 
coffee stains lost themselves against 
the rich bronze hue of her skin. 

For the second time in the same 
evening Crane experienced an ex¬ 
plosion. This time there was no per¬ 
fume, no coffee. As a matter of fact, 
it was more like an atom bomb. It 
was animalistic passion. It was tender 
finesse. It was all things to all man 
. . . and woman. 

Later, much later Crane awoke to 
find Nancv sleeping next to him on 
the office floor. It was almost nine* 
His secretary was due in at any 
moment. 

Crane disengaged himself quietly 
• and limoed to the door. Thanks to 
a thoughtful builder, his door could 
be locked from the inside. He locked 
it. Back to . . . uh . . . the floor. 

At noon Crane and his client 
finally slept themselves out. 

As he made another pot of cof¬ 
fee, Crane cursed the imnrobabilitv 
of the evening. How could he ever 
charge Nancv for his services? After 
all . . . it was so much like love . . . 

They sat on the couch sipping cof¬ 
fee. By now their nudity was accept¬ 
ed by them. It was as if they had 
never known clothes. 

"Marty,” pouted Nancy through 
her now swollen lips, "I have a con¬ 
fession to make.” 

"I never lost a necklace.” 

"Hmmmnnn. 

"I mean ... it was never stolen.” 

"Hmmmnnn.” 

"What I’d really lost, you found 
for me last night.” 

"Hmmmnnn.” 

"So now I guess the case is closed, 
huh?” 

"Hmmmnnn.” 

"So I’ll just get my clothes and 
leave. You send me a bill and I’ll see 
to it that my accountant pays it. 

She grinned, "Nothing Freudian 
now.” 

"Hmmmnnn.” 


"Why do you keep saying nothing 
but hmmnnn?” 

"I just noticed something.” 

"Oh! What?” 

"You’re the first red head that 
I’ve ever known who dyed her hair 
from a bright red to a conservative 
brown.” 

She reached over, grabbed Crane 
by the scruff of his hair and pulled 
him toward her. As their bodies 
touched she said, "That’s why I love 
you. Crane, vou’re so damned obser¬ 
vant.” Her lips covered his, nipping 
away at his lower lip and traveling 
to his ear, his neck, and back to his 
lips. 

"Know what I’m gonna do, 
Crane?” she whispered hungrily. 
"I’m gonna bite mv initials into your 
neck and personalize you, yuh big 
lug.” 

That did it. 

Crane jumped to his feet. "No¬ 
body.” he snarled,” is going to own 
me. I come when I want to. Leave 
when I want to. Go where I want to. 
Understand?” 

"Hmmmnnn.” 

"And I don’t care about you . . . 
but I am leaving the office right 

99 

now. 

"Hmmmnnn.” 

Crane couldn’t have stopped her 
if he’d wanted to. Nancv jumped up, 
ran to the window and with a flip 
of her index finger unhooked the 
h'>n«"'rs *»'ith their clothes from the 
sill. By the rime Crane realized what 
was happening. his suit and her dress 
were wafting gently downward. 
Floor after floor, catching the 
breezes and capriciously waving 
arms and legs in the summer air. 
The two of them stood at the win¬ 
dow. he in resignation, she laugh¬ 
ing softly. 

He turned. Their bodies touched 
and swiftlv clung. It was good and 
thev both knew it. 

"Very funnv. Red,” he murmured 
into her ear,” hut how are we going 
to get out of the office?” 

She pulled him toward the couch. 
"Don’t worry. Crane. I’ll think of 
something.” 

And she did. 
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And home again, home again, jiggety-jig . . . 

especially when it's home to Inger. In fact, 
no sooner has she met you than she’s inviting you 
up for the evening. According to Inc; 
some of the most important things in life 
are done in relaxed surroundings. 


















































Numerous women have learned to dis¬ 
robe quickly but Ingrid performs the 
chores with a fascinating and intriging 
style. So here is Ingrid in her palace 
bestowing upon us her greatest jewels, 
the ultimate in home living or is it home 
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"Starlet!" Now, just what in 
heaven a starlet is supposed to be, 
we’re not quite sure. Miniature 
stars? Little white spots that John 
Glenn sees outside the window of a 
space capsule? Perhaps they are 
former stars who will "let” you have 
most anything, if only just once, she 
doesn’t have to play the "mother.” 
In "Knickerbocker Holiday," Wal¬ 
ter Houston sang one of the most 
hauntingly beautiful songs ever writ¬ 
ten for the American Musical 
Theater. The poignant "September 
Song." To Kurt Weill’s lovely melo¬ 
dy, Maxwell Anderson had written 
a simple, "little stars, big stars." Was 
this good enough for Hollywood? 
"Come on, Charlie. Get off it! I 
mean, like you gotta coin a word 
that’ll stick to the public’s ribs. Like 
who wants to hear that 20th is in¬ 
troducing their new little star , 
’Wednesday Rivet’. I mean, like it’s 
got no va-va-voom. Know what I 
mean, baby?" 

Sooooo. Hollywood developed the 
"starlet" system. A new plaything 
for playful producers. "Honev, you 
play ball with me and I will not 
only see that you get lines in my up¬ 
coming epic, "Abe Lincoln’s Mis¬ 
tress," but I’ll see to it that you get 
the big build up as a contract star¬ 
let. So help me Rock Hudson." 
Some girls remain starlets through 
2 decades, 4 studios, 71 producers, 
43 directors, 16 agents, 94 casting 
directors, 2 milkmen and a kid whose 
father knew someone. In truth the 
word meant nothing. 


Of course if you eliminated all 
of the Hollywoodese that meant 
nothing, Louella Parsons would be 
reporting the Washington Scene. 
Good gravy! What a hideous 
thought! 

Can you imagine the super-sacher- 
ine syllables: 

"My first exclusive. It’s rumored 
that Jacquie Kennedy, now the top 
femme money maker for the Demo¬ 
cratic Party, is in a perfect tiz with 
the front office. They say that she 
is very unhappy about all of the 
space being devoted to Ladybird 
Johnson. She has been after busy 
publicist Pierre Salinger to come up 
with a cute nickname for 'her! We 
think that her reasons are childish. 
Jacquie claims that her leading man, 
Jack Kennedy, keeps getting her 
phone calls. She says that because 
of this, she missed an excellent op¬ 
portunity to rehearse Caroline for 
one of her whiz-bang lines. I feel 
the need to send Jacquie an open 
letter. 

An open Letter To Jacquie Ken¬ 
nedy: 

Dear Jacquie, 

In your heart, don’t you think it’s 
enough that all of America’s im¬ 
pressionable young women are copy¬ 
ing your hairdo, style of dress, ac¬ 
cent, and attitudes on Serbo-Croa¬ 
tian Lute pluckers. Let Ladybird 
have her own little do. Perhaps in 
1964, when Jack’s cohtract comes up 
for renewal, the party will be good 
enough to cast Bobby and Ethel in 
supporting roles, and then, Ladybird 


will just fly away home. 

Sincerely, 

Lolly" 

Back to context. 

Anvhow'. Starlets are pretty young 
th ings who have managed to get one 
or more lines in a movie and are 
generally under contract to a studio. 
Not "all" starlets swing with pro¬ 
ducers. Not "all" starlets are "bad" 
girls. In fact, we have it on excell¬ 
ent authority that some of them are 
pretty darned good .... I wonder 
how he meant that? . . . Let's face 
it. It could be love . . . but the 
union’s don’t allow it. 

In recent years, the fertile brains 
of the studio publicity men have 
created a new level in the studio 
caste casting system. Fertile brains? 
We’re not quite sure what a fertile 
brain is, but we do know that a fer¬ 
tile corn field is one that has been 
enriched wdth matter that is ob¬ 
tained from one end of the horse or 
another . . . We take that back. It’s 
obtained from one end of the horse, 
and "not" the other. 

This "new^ level" is sort of a 
"Princess Margaret" level. You 
know r . "Sure. You can use the palace, 
honey, but why doesn’t your hus¬ 
band go out and make a buck?" The 
new level is ... . Ready???? • . • The 
"Deb-Star." She is the girl the studio 
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would like you to believe is destined 
to be a star in the forthcoming year. 
They feel strongly about this for 
many reasons. We enumerate: 

1. The President of the studio 
knows her father. 

2. More likely, the president of 
the studio knows her. 

3. Possibly, her father knows the 
daughter of the President of 
the studio. 

4. She knows just where the Presi-. 


dent of the studio likes his 
back scratched. 

5. She knows where he likes to 
have his ears tickled. 

6. He knows that she knows where 
he likes to have his ears 
tickled. 

7. His wife doesn’t know that she 
knows where he likes to have 
his ears tickled. 

8. Everyone knows that the best 
way to tickle ears is to nibble 


and blow into them gently 
while dancing Scheherezade 
from the waist down. 

The knowledge in any of the 
above instances need not be carnal 
. . . but it helps. 

The Deb-Stars are presented to 
the ignoranti each year at a ball. 
This ball is held in Hollywood. 
Since the Academy Awards are now 
presented in Santa Monica, a 
neighboring town, never before 
recognized by the motion picture in¬ 
dustry, the Deb-Star Ball now of¬ 
fers a place for the flick-hicks who 
can’t make the carfare to the coast 
town to be seen. Why knows? They 
might see a future Academy Award 
winner in the making (unavoidable 

pun) that very night. All the gal 
will need is a little luck, a lot of 
patience, and perfect pelvic position- 
ing. 

If the foregoing appears to be a 
little strong and, perhaps, pungent, 
for your taste, it’s conceivable that 
in it’s basic truth, you will find with¬ 
in your heart a modicum of sym¬ 
pathy for our little Deb-Star or Star¬ 
let. Her road is not an easy one. She 
is most likely the only person in the 
world who takes herself seriously. 
She keeps struggling, fighting, bit¬ 
ing, scratching, crawling and learn- 
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ing. Some of them wind up making 
the grade. Except for a young eager 
expression that fights to mask the 
fatigue and hopelessness of a tough 
life, these young hopefuls could be 
your sister. 

Incidentally. Our kid sister was 
just signed by a major television pro¬ 
duction firm. They’re going to 
’built” her. Know what they call 
her?? . . . Are you ready?? 
Natch. A "Deb-Starlet.” 

Ain’t that sickening. 
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Lyla is a beauty who loves to bathe in the sun. 
The editors of Devil, even though we may 
prefer night life, took on a new aspect of per¬ 
sonality and became sun lovers also. Why? On 
these pages therein lies the answer. 

We found it interesting to note that clothed 
this 5’6” package of dynamite proved provoc¬ 
ative. With true black hair, an occasional 
freckle, deep brown eyes and her inimitable 
body, we envy the sun and its watchful tend¬ 
ing of her. Says she, “I don’t think I am a nut 
or anything like that, I just like to be com¬ 
fortable and the warmth of the sun helps.” 

All this talk about the sun brought one 
thought to our mind. How beautiful she would 
also be sitting in the shade. It once was said 
“what men call gallantry, and gods adultery, 
is much more common where the climate’s 
sultry.” Is that in the sun? 
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TWO FOR THE MONEY 


Georgie had a reputation to think 
of, and he did. He thought about it. 
Keeping it foremost in his mind had 
been an occupation of his ever since 
he’d first started building that rep 
four years ago. 

It had all started by accident. 
Georgie had never, in his remotest 
dreams considered this as an occu¬ 
pation. Why, even as an avocation 
he’d never had too much action. 
Probably even less than most of the 
guys he knew. 

But now things were different. 
When somebody, using the hip pro¬ 
noun, addressed Georgie as 'Stud’, 
they could use the name literally be¬ 
cause Georgie was. He was for hire 
and did damn well at it. That’s what 
his reputation was all about. 

Oh, yeah, how it started. Georgie 
met a secretary in one of the lunch 
places on the Sunset Strip one day. 
The place was crowded and there 
was only one place available. That 
was in the booth where this chick 
was sitting. 

Georgie stared at her like he was 
asking and when she finally looked 
up and gave him the nod Georgie 
was atmost ready to sit without being 
invited. 

They got to talking over lunch and 
Georgie found out that she was a 
secretary to a woman executive. 

She found out that Georgie was 
a second string man in a public re¬ 


lations outfit. One of the smaller of 
the small ones in Hollywood. Before 
lunch was over, they had a date for 
dinner. 

Georgie gave her the full treat¬ 
ment, that is as much as he could af¬ 
ford on his very slim wallet. Like 
he said, if he opened it the moths 
would fly out. 

She didn’t seem to mind his not 
being charlie big-time-spender, and 
when it came time to take her home, 
he did. 

Georgie walked to her door, it was 
one of eight, in one of those shoe- 
box type, two story apartment houses 
that are going up all over Hollywood. 
Being that kind of a guy, from the 
right kind of family and all that, 
and not a really fast guy, Georgie 
was ready to say goodnight at the 
door and save the possibility of a kiss 
for the next date, and whatever else 
would happen for after that, when 
she invited him in. Even at that point 
it never occurred to Georgie that 
anything more than a cup of coffee 
might happen for him. 

She went about making the coffee 
and getting some other stuff out, 
[ike crackers and cheese and fruit 
and stuff like that. Then she made 
herself comfortable on the couch 
next to him. She turned down the 
lights and somehow Georgie knew 
it was time to start. 

Well, like I said, Georgie wasn’t 


exactly Slick Sam, or Big Time 
Charlie, but he wasn’t the slowest guy 
either, and when it’s presented to you 
this way, you don’t question it and 
brother, you sure don’t knock it. 
There are better things to do with it, 
and Georgie did them. All of them. 
Some of them Georgie didn’t even 
realize he knew. 

They started on the couch, fully 
dressed, and as the action proceded 
to the bedroom, the kitchen, the liv¬ 
ing room floor and finally ended in 
the bedroom again, this time on the 
bed, they were by now fully un¬ 
dressed. 

They finally got some sleep. 

At least Georgie knew he must 
have fallen asleep because he woke 
up. When he did she was gone. No 
note, no nothing. 

He looked at the time, and from 
that moment it was a race. He had 
to get to his office fast or he’d be 
out of a job. And that he couldn’t 
afford. Not for any reason. 

He raced from room to room get¬ 
ting dressed and trying to remem¬ 
ber what was happening as each piece 
of clothing got left in all these 
strange places. Georgie really won¬ 
dered about last night, because up to 
this time, last night that is, Georgie 
had never made out with a chick ex¬ 
cept in bed, with the lights out and 
only one way. He wondered what 
continued on next pa$+ 
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had come over him. Was it this par¬ 
ticular chick? Was it him? And if 
so, whv? What? He finally found 
his tie in the tub and was finally get¬ 
ting it snugged away on his last lap 
to the office. 

At the office some lame excuse 
somehow seemed to take the pressure 
off, at least for the moment and 
Georgie settled down to the rat race 
for the day. 

At lunch, he managed to be at the 
same place. The girl was in the same 
booth, only this time, not alone. The 
woman with her was somewhat older, 
although you had to decide that by. 
experience in looking for that kind 
of thing. In the public relations busi¬ 
ness, Georgie had learned to spot the 
things that pointed out the age. But 
this one was exquisitely preserved. 
Even the preserving wasn’t obvious. 

The secretary gave Georgie the 
nod as if she’d been expecting him 
and he walked over to the table. The 
older woman seemed to be watching 
him with a microscope. 

The secretary introduced them. 
The older woman was her boss. 
When their hands touched, the wom¬ 
an seemed reluctant to release 
Georgie’s so he let her hold on. 

They made general small talk dur¬ 
ing the lunch and it wasn’t till after 
that Georgie was finally tipped. The 
boss lady turned to her secretary, 
T’m certainly willing to try if you 
think he can deliver.’ 

The secretary looked at Georgie 
as though he were the glass of water 
in the middle of the desert. Her eyes 
melted his middle. *1 know he can 
deliver.’ 

Georgie knew he was frowning, 
but when the secretary threw him 
the almost unnoticeable shake of her 
head he put his face into a smile. 

The older woman shook hands 
with him again, excused herself and 
left. 

Georgie turned and watched her 
walk to the door. Watched her and 
realized that the smooth sleekness 
he was watching was as real as any¬ 
thing he’d ever watched. Nothing 
held that roundness in or up or any 
which way. In was what it was. He 
turned back to the table. 

The girl was still watching him. 
’Tonight?’ 

Georgie had trouble restraining 
the smile he felt. His fortune was al¬ 
most too good at this moment. 'Same 
place?’, he asked. 

She smiled, stared at him a mo¬ 
ment, then slowly shook her head. 
’No.’ She opened her purse, took 
out paper and pencil and quickly 


wrote down a name and address, then 
slid the note across the table to 
Georgie. He looked at it. 

It was the name of her boss lady. 

'The address is hers’. 

Georgie finally said it. 'I don’t get 
it. What’s this all about.* 

'Georgie, I had a ball last night. 
The best.’ 

'Yeah, so?’ 

'I told my boss about it. You know. 
We’re kind of friends, too.’ 

'Yeah, so?’ 

'So she's a woman too.’ 

'I could see that for myself. So?’ 

'Oh, come on, Georgie. Do I have 
to draw a picture? Write a diagram?’ 

’Try’. 

'She’d like a little of what I had 
last night.’ 

Georgie was shocked. 'What do 
you think I am, some kind of stud?’ 

She looked at him quietly. She 
didn’t have to tell him. 

He blurted out, 'Come on, baby, 
no guy is good enough to pass 
around to your friends.’ 

Again the way she looked at him 
said more than words. 

'Do I get written testimonials?’ 

She looked kind of hurt. 'That 
wasn’t funnv, Georgie. You’ll get bet¬ 
ter than written testimonials. You’ll 
get all the action you’ll ever want, 
and a lot of loot, to.’ 

'You’re kidding!’ 

Her face became serious. 'Georgie, 
I’m not kidding. Things are too 
tough to kid about. Guys like you 
don’t grow on trees.’ 

Georgie was completely confused. 
'I don’t get it.* A chick like you . . . 
a dame like your boss could get any 
guy you want. Guys bigger and bet¬ 
ter looking than me. I’m just an aver¬ 
age guy. Nothing special about me 
at all. I’m lost in a crowd.’ 

She smiled. That’s what you think. 
Georgie, now it’s my turn to be sur¬ 
prised. I thought you probably knew 
about your talent.’ 

'What talent”? 

The look on her face said she al¬ 
most didn’t believe him. 

'No, I mean it. What talent?’ 

'Georgie, it’s time you knew the 
facts of life’ She leaned closer. 

'Sure the world is full of guys big-i 
ger and better looking than you are, 
but, how many of them go any fur¬ 
ther than that. They think all they 

have to be is bigger and better look- 

• _ » 

mg. 

'Yeah, but, doesn’t that also . . . 

She interrupted him with a smile. 
'Yes it does. It also applies to the 
women who think they only have to 
be bigger and better looking. You 


know the usual sayings about them 
Well, in ninety-nine out of 
a hundred it’s true. They’re too busy 
being bigger and better looking to 
take time for the really important 
things. And, Georgie boy, there are 
too manv of us women who have been 
involved with too many of those men. 
They can’t even take care of them¬ 
selves much less take care of us, and 
that’s what we’re interested in. Being 
taken care of. I don’t mean being 
suDported or coddled, I mean being 
taken care of the way you took care 
of me last night...’ 

Georgie started to interrupt, she 
cut him off. 

'Let me go on. You see Georgie, 
I went tn work this morning ... even 
after only a few hours sleep . . . like 
I was leading the parade. I felt my¬ 
self from my toes to the top of my 
head. There aren’t manv guvs that 
can do that to a woman. You’re one 
of them.’ 

'Me...?” 

'That’s right. And it’s my duty 
. . . mv responsibility ... to share 
you. You see. we have a group. Tust 
a few of us, but all nice gals. You 
see. we agree ...’ 

Georgie gasped, 'A group!!’ 

'It’s all on the uo and up, Georgie! 
You don’t realize how important this 
is to us. We need you. We really 
need vou! It isn’t anv group style 
thing. None of that stuff. Each of us 
works alone, but when one of us 
comes across a guy like you, we 
agreed to pass around the good 
things. And you’re the best! 

Georgie studied his palms. 'How 
manv have there been?’ 

'No Georgie, you’re not another in 
a long line. Georgie, there have been 
verv. verv few. Sad to say.’ 

'What happened to the others?’ 

'They got married or went on to 
biff careers.’ 

Georgie looked quizzical. 

She smiled. There are a lot of im¬ 
portant women in this business. 
Either on their own, or married to 
some of the too men. They can be 
verv influential.’ 

•Yeah.’ 

'What’s the matter, Georgie.’ 

'I don’t know. I just don’t know 
about being passed around like this. 
Like a prize 

'Georgie, baby ... 'Her eyes bored 
into him,'. . . that’s exactly what vou 
are. An absolutely prize 
And if I don’t get out of here and 
hack to the office you and I are go¬ 
ing back to mv place ... for the after¬ 
noon. She looked at her watch. 
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BY BARTON WINSHtP 


Hollywood, the entertainment center of the world lacks one thing. Good entertainment. Trying to find a 
show that will fill an evening with laughs and thrills is as difficult as selling an electric razor to Castro. With 
the exception of the "names" that appear at the Coconut Grove in downtown Los Angeles and the occasional 
big name band, there is little to choose from. The Crescendo on the Strip plays the hip comics. Usually they 
pair them with a jazz singer. After that . . . Small townsville. 

Pershaps the tops in late night activity is to be found in a boite high on "Restaurant Row." It calls itself, 
"The Losers." Only here and at the Strip's, Melody Room, can you find swingin' late activity. The rooms jump 
until the last possible moment. When the corks go back onto the bottles of booze, the entertainment stops. In 
Los Angeles, this is two ayem. Small townsville. 

Recently on one of our regular stops at the Losers, we caught an act that stood us on our ears. Two young, 
vibrant, talents named EDI DOMINGO and RENEE RENOR were shaking and breaking the joint up. 

Domingo, a Latin, Belefonte type had every female in the place eyeing him like he was steak for supper. 
When Edi was on, no man's woman was safe. What amazed me was that the gals didn't even care whether 
their escorts knew it or not. Edi was carrying on the wildest mass love affair I've ever witnessed. 

His eyes darted from female face to female face. His words caressed their ears and left them limp and 
wanting. When Edi jumped, the gals jumped. When Edi crooned, the gals squirmed. It was that intimate. The 
rapport was that close. This is the kind of animal sexuality that only a few of the greats manages to convey. 
It was like Tony Martin playing with a middle aged spinster in his audience. Like Belefonte whipping the gals 
into a frenzy. Nothing could follow him. 

Then Renee Renor stepped up to the mike and . . . well . . . Forget it . . . The room was bedlam. She 
belted, whispered, twisted, rocked, shouted, laughed, cried and then . . . when the audience was limp, she 
broke them up with her comedy. 

Here is an act with the spark that we first saw in Phil Ford and Mimi Hines; Deedy and Bill; and, in some 
respects, Desi and Lucy. Either of these lads could make it big on their own. Renee can sing right along with 
the very best of them. When she does "Fever" the temperature rises clear out to Pasadena. When she belts 
Bill Baily . . . He comes home. 

If it sounds like I'm impressed with these two kids, it's because I am. I saw them do three different forty 
five minute shows in one evening and never tired for a moment. Even more amazing, they didn't tire. Many 
a circus acrobat would have been wrung out after so much effort. Edi and Renee seemed to thrive on it. 

The Losers was their second date together. They went in for two weeks and were held over for over two 
months. No other act has ever been held over for even half as long. The audiences wouldn't stand for it. 

On their closing night, the club was packed. These kids had made friends for themselves and friends for 
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the room. From the mob of well wishers, you'd think that the act was a top name attraction and everybody 
wanted an opportunity to touch glamour. 

Edi and Renee are typical of the many reasons for the "Losers" success. 

Ably bonifaced by Sonny Orling and Pete Rooney, the club exudes an atmosphere of plush solitude. There 
is a spirit of warmth and conviviality that brings the repeat business so necessary to the night club field. 

Since moving to it's new. larger location from the first Losers on the Strip. Sonny has pushed for Las 
Vegas type entertainment. The budget is lower of course, but he uses talent to replace names. It pays ofL 

Knowing that a room develops a reputation for the distasteful as well as the tasteful things it offers. 
Orling has managed to give his competition fits by keeping the drinks big. the prices down, and the price 
of an interesting hour or a complete evening to a minimum. 

Unlike so many of the other spots in town, there is never a cover and the minimum is so meager that 
two drinks cover it handily. 

The action starts at about four in the afternoon with hot tidbits served both at the bar and in the main 
room. It's strictly "come as you are." It's worth stopping in for a day cap if it's only to orb one of the beau¬ 
tiful Loser Lasses. These cocktail chicks are wrapped in next to nothing and brimming over at that. Picked 
for their looks, smiles and . . . let's face it . . . bodies, the Lasses are a show in themselves. We've seen 
many a Key Club gal who couldn't hold a candle to these chicks. 

Beginning to sound like I like the joint? I do. Only one fault that I could find. I tried to make a late night 
date with a delightful young thing who calls herself "Scarlett." I struck out. "Not that I don't like you. Mr. 
Winship . . . But, let's face it. When the Losers closes, the town is dead." 

Damned ij she wasn't right. 
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A sensational event occured when Deliah fir 
graced the pages of magazines. One rcas< 
was that it was obvious she was from abroa 
and even though the American males he 
their American women, we also like to spi 
up life a little with that other quality, the u 
known. Secondly. Deliah had an innocen 
about her. Her eyes told us that. Thirdly, h 
statue was lithe and tall. Men hate dunt| 
women. Fourthly she was completely u 
abashed in her modeling. Deliah never tri 
to be “sexy” because she was. Today, a ft 
months since she first appeared in magazim 
she has retained this same innocent quali 
about her. She has, needless to say. also i 
tained her beautiful and lithe figure. We ho 
you agree. 
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EASILY WORTH A SIDEWARD’S GLANCE . . . 
OR . . . MORE LIKELY, A LONG DELIBERATE 


STARE. AGREED?? . . . AGREED. 
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CATCH... THE NEW 


By Stanislaus Furman S.E.A. 
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SOUND 


Ever since the early 1920’s when, 
the record industry pioneers were 
recording Louis and Bix, there has 
been a constant, omni-present 
search for "new sounds" to bring 
new customers to the record coun¬ 
ters. Progress and electronics have 
made greater fidelity a constantly 
living, growing, and desired listen¬ 
ing requirement As we changed 
from crank wound, indefinite speed 
record players, to electrically op¬ 
erated, single record players, and 
thence to the automatic changer, 
more and more people began to 
consider a record player as part of 
the necessities if life. The coming 
*of the 33 RPM Long Playing rec¬ 
ord on vinyl with it’s quiet surface 
and long lasting qualities made it 
possible to play two and a half 
hours of music without leaving 
your chair. Tape, not yet an import¬ 
ant entry into the home hi-fi rig, 
has made most of today’s record¬ 
ing possible at the studio level. Be- 
cause-of the amazing versatility of 
the modern tape recorder, primarily 
those manufactured by AMPEX, 
and the broad spectrum of sound 
that can be placed on tape, we now 
hear finer, purer tones from a WtU 
recorded album than it is possible 
to hear in the average concert hall. 
We also hear all of the audio 
tricks that the electronic genius’ be¬ 
hind a control panel can add to a 
recording to enhance it’s sound and 
broaden it’s scope. It is natural, 
therefore, that the search for the 
"new sound” has become a fetish 
with the Artist and Repertoire men 
for all of the nation’s recording 
companies. You might be surprised 
to know that last year there were 
over five thousand individual re¬ 
cord companies in the United 
States alone. 

In these four decades American 
music has undergone a series of 
changes identified with the tone 
and pace of the times. We ve had 
rag and Dixie. Swing and Bop. 
Rhythm and Blues and Rock and 
Roll. Folk and Ethnic influences. 
Symphony and Jive. Crooners, 
wailers, torch singers, chanteuses, 
shouters, and an endless succession 
of baritones. We adored groups 
with the finesse of the Modern- 
aires, the verve of the Andrews 
Sisters and the frank humor of the 
Diifters. We’ve made internation¬ 
al stars of such varied personali¬ 
ties as Frank Sinatra, Elvis Pres* 
ley, Mario Lanza, Alvin Chipmunk, 
Johnny Ray, Lawrence Welk, Glenn 
Miller and Leonard Bernstein. 
Frankie Lane in 1947 brought to 


America what Bea Wain described 
ns "girl type, boy singing." He 
started an* era of boys who sang 
with body english. He played a 
song as a pool room tout might 
play a pin ball machine. His ver¬ 
sion of" That’s My Desire” was the 
"new sound” of the year. It made 
Frankie a star and the draw that 
he remains to this day. There have 
been others. 

1947 was also the year thne 
The Harmonicats captured our 
fancy with "Peg O’ My Heart.” 
Ted Weems caught our fancy with 
a new sound and "Heartaches." In 
1948 Nat Cole caught our imagina¬ 
tion with a new sound and a new 
type lyric. The song? "Nature 
Boy.” In 1949 . . . and this will 
amaze you, Russ Morgan recorded 
three of the most played records in 
America. "Forever and Ever,’ 
"Cruising Down The River,” a nd 
"So Tired.” No one artist Has ac¬ 
complished this feat since. Since 
then the big "sounds” have been 
"Third Man Theme,” by Anton 
Karas, "Mule Train,” by Laine 
again, Les Paul and Mary Ford 
with their multiple guitar work 
made possible by the advent of 
tape and multiple channel record¬ 
ers, "Cry” and the Johnny Ray 
sound, Don Cornell and the intro¬ 
duction of the echo chamber with 
his vigorous, "I’m Yours.” In 1952, 
came Kay Starr’s nervous vocalis- 
tics with "Wheel of Fortune,” fol¬ 
lowed by the big orchestra arrange¬ 
ments of Leroy Anderson with 
"Blue Tango,” Percy Faith with 
"Delicado,” Les Baxter and "April 
in. Portugal,” Nelson Riddle with 
"Lisbon Antigua,” Morris Stol- 
off and the haunting "Moonglow 
and Picnic,” apd the many big 
records by Billy Vaughn. We’ve 
worshipped at the shrine of Mitch 
Miller and his "Sing Alongs,” the 
Everly Brothers, Paul Anka, Fab¬ 
ian, The Platters and Bobby Darin. 
Each had a "sound,” a personal at¬ 
traction that forced us to reach 
into our pockets for nickles and 
dimes for the juke boxes and dol¬ 
lars for our personal disc collec¬ 
tions. What is the magic that moti¬ 
vate? us? Why do we buy a million 
records recorded by an unknown 
named A1 Martino in 1952 and 
never approach that magic figure 
for him again? Domenico Modug- 
no had the biggest record of 1958 
in "Nel Blu Dipinto Di Blu,”. He 
has never had another big hit. 
What’s the reason for America’s 
fantastic lack of loyalty to popular 
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Sultry, statuesque, Susan Woods was chosen for 
our first "Angel" after much discussion, selection 
and deliberation. Some said that our cover gal 
should be smiling. Some said she should be blonde. 
Some wanted us to use a more buxom gal. (Let's 
not be hoggish) We chose Susan for obvious reas¬ 
ons. A completely delightful 39-23-37 form. An "I 
dare you" glint In her eye. An unblemished, natural, 
"go to hell" beauty. Why a "go to hell" beauty? 
Easy. This is DEVIL 
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Have you ever seen a gal who could look so 
"Come hither," while making it apparent that you 
had best be much man if you dare to? Shows you 
the kind of confidence that we have in you. If 
you're not "much man" please go back to reading 
something namby pamby. A magazine is known by 
the company it keeps and we don't want to ruin our 
reputation. 
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After putting in the extra hours 
to get the main feed water pump into 
action, Darr figured he deserved the 
time ashore before putting out to sea 
for another three months. It would 
only be six hours before he had to 
be back aboard ship but six hours in 
Frisco would be worth it. Dinner at 
a good restaurant, maybe a movie 
and then a good nights sleep in his 
own bunk. 

His spare uniform was still hang¬ 
ing, unused, in the locker. It was a 
good tailored suntan outfit, the shirt 
and trousers fitted like a glove. Darr 
was proud of his physical condition. 
He made a point of working out even 
while they were at sea. He looked 
good in that uniform. Last time he 
wore it ashore plenty of chicks looked 
at him. Plenty. 

But this time he wouldn’t be able 
to take any broad up on anything. 
Anything at all. With six hours noth¬ 
ing really worth while could be ac¬ 
complished. Darr wasn’t the kind 
of guy went for the quickies. He 
liked what he called f a relationship’. 

With all trace of grease finally 
scrubbed out from under his nails, 
and his hands clean. Darr crossed to 
the locker, took out the uniform and 
put it on. Suntan pants and shirt, 
black tie, socks and shoes. His black¬ 
billed uniform cap carried the in¬ 
signia of the shipping line . . . looked 
almost Navy. 

With a last glance in the mirror 
Darr lefc his focsle, made his way 
through the companionway to the 
gangway, and with a last word to the 
quartermaster made his way down to 
the pier and the Embarcadero. His 
goal was a restaurant on Larkin 
Street where he’d eaten many times 
and was getting to be known. This, 
he felt, gave him better service and 
a feeling of belonging somewhere 
... to something. 

On the trolley, going up Market, 
Darr sat next to a fat woman who 
didn’t seem to mind the fact that 
they were thigh to thigh ... so close 
that he could feel the warmth pour¬ 
ing from her flesh into his leg. He 
was almost embarrassed, but finally 
glancing at her, she didn't seem to 
mind it at all. In fact there seemed 
to be a secret smile playing on her 
lips. For some reason Darr felt 
angry, cheated. He almost wanted 
to know what she was thinking. If 
she was going to use his leg for what¬ 
ever she was thinking he should be 
let in on it. His own mind began to 
deal with the physical possibilities of 
the woman. He let his eyes wander 


from her face down the almost gross 
bulk of her body ... and wondered. 

When he raised his eyes she was 
looking straight at his and he felt 
the flush rise to his face. Now he 
was even angrier. 

He tried to get at least an inch be¬ 
tween his leg and hers and when he 
finally managed it the side of his leg 
that had been pressed against hers 
was suddenly chilled by the coolness 
after the body heat. 

The trolley rattled and banged 
along Market as Darr felt the cool¬ 
ness on the one side of his thigh. He 
was just thinking of closing the space 
between them when she rose to get 
off. 

She stood in front of him, waiting 
for the trolley to stop, the print on 
her dress spread across the expanse 
of buttocks. Darr could almost en¬ 
vision the mass of flesh and suddenly 
was aware of an almost irrepressable 
urge to pinch the area in front of 
him. He looked about and smiled as 
his hand rose. This was just what she 
deserved . . . crummy teaser. She 
stepped away as the trolley stopped 
and he was left with his hand in mid 
air. The print dress bobbled away 
and Darr lowered the hand. 

Darr wasn’t known as a hot shot 
charlie with the chicks by the other 
men on his ship, but he couldn’t help 
wondering what any of them would 
have thought if they’d seen what 
he’d almost done. Maybe they would 
have finished what he started. Hell, 
the way most of them talked half the 
movie stars in Hollywood waited for 
them whenever the ship put into 
Wilmington. Darr believed most of 
the stories were bull but even so, 
wished he could spin them as well. 
Lies or no, there must be at least the 
germ of truth in them. 

A guy couldn’t possibly tell a 
story in such detail and not know 
what he was talking about. 

Realizing he was beginning to head 
for the dumps, Darr shook his head 
and tried to pull himself back up 
again by watching the crowds on the 
sidewalk and thinking about the good 
dinner he would have. 

It seemed in the absence of the 
ability to chase and capture women, 
Darr had spent a great deal of time 
developing his tastes and working on 
His steam engineering manuals to get 
the quick promotions. He was now, 
at 28, second engineer on his ship 
and better things ahead. He had 
read a great deal, broadening his out¬ 
look. All this, he felt, would pay off 



the day he met the right kind ot girl. 
The kind of girl who would appre¬ 
ciate these things. Hard work, a 
good mind, a good future. A woman 
looked for these things in a man and 
he had them. He might not be a 
great ladies man, but that was be¬ 
cause he was choosey. Not just any¬ 
thing would do. She had to be the 
right kind of girl. He’d know when 
she was. 

He climbed off the trolley at Lar¬ 
kin and headed up the hill the two 
blocks to the restaurant. It was in¬ 
vigorating walking up the hill in the 
slightly damp evening air of San 
Francisco. The feeling of the ma¬ 
terial pressing against his legs as he 
raised them each step up the hill 
made him think again of the fat wom¬ 
an on the trolley. He remembered 
the warmth of her thigh. How could 
a person generate that much warmth. 
As he pushed his way up the hill he 
found himself wondering at his pre¬ 
occupation with the woman on the 
trolley. Maybe he should try a little 
harder to get a girl. Maybe he 
wouldn’t always be thinking th esc 
thoughts. How many nights he’d 
fallen asleep on his bunk because his 
mind had wandered from the manual 
he was reading to wondering 
thoughts about women. Oh, sure, 
he’d had experiences with women, 
but something was always missing. 
He knew he was always just one more 
guy to them but he never felt they 
were just another broad and he 
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thought they should feel the same 
way about him. But, when you pay 
ten on your way in the door ... as 
one of them told him, 'business is 
business'. 

Darr turned in at the restaurant 
and was greeted warmly at the door 
by Monsieur Jarvier. He was sur- 
prised to find the small restaurant 
crowded, then realized that it was 
Saturday night and he should have 
expected it. Looking about at the 
dimly lit room he couldn't see an 
empty chair. 

Monsieur Jarvier leaned over. 
'Would you mind sitting with some¬ 
one?' he asked in his French accent. 

Darr started to frown. 

'A very nice girl. A secretary. She 
comes here often.' Monsieur Jarvier 
continued. He indicated a table along 
the wall. Darr peered through the 
dimness. Jarvier had already started 
for the table so Darr allowed himself 
to be led. At the table Jarvier bowed 
to the girl seated there. 

'Mam’sclle, I hope you won’t mind, 
but I thought you would not mind 
sharing your table with this gentle¬ 
man’. 

The girl hardly glanced up, and 
then only at Jarvier. 'Oh, no, not at 
all 1 . She went back to her menu. 

Jarvier held the chair out for Darr 
so he sat, accepting the menu Jarvier 
held out to him. 'Bon appetite. 
Monsieur Reillv.' 

Alone with the girl, Darr studied 
the menu and decided on the duck 
with orange sauce and a white wine. 
As he started to put the menu on the 
table the girl was also putting hers 
down and the two menus collided 
and fell to the floor. Darr hastily 
bent, picking them up and neatly 
placed them at the edge of the table 
between his setting and hers. They 
sat in silence for a moment until the 
waiter came over. He thought they 
were together because he turned to 
Darr evidently expecting him to or¬ 
der for both. After a moment Darr 
realized and nodded at the girl. She 
smiled a thank you and ordered ex¬ 
actly what Darr had planned for 
himself. When the waiter turned to 
him he just said make it two. 

'Separate checks’? 

Yes. 

The waiter left them alone again. 
With his eyes used to the darkness 
now, he could see her more clearly, 
and didn’t mind at all the prospect 
of sitting opposite her during dinner. 
Her eyes met his then moved quickly 
away. You never know unless you 
try, so Darr decided to try. 


'You eat here often?* 

She nodded. 

'Funny us both ordering the same 
thing*. 

A few more tries and she was final¬ 
ly talking, warming up. The wine 
came, and the dinner came and they 
talked. 

She was a secretary for a big busi¬ 
ness here in town. Liked French food. 
Lived alone, saved her money. 
Hoped to marry some day and raise 
a family. 

Darr told her about himself and 
his career in the merchant marine. 
His ambitions, his hopes, and all the 
while wondered at the easy way they 
managed to get along and how quick¬ 
ly they got to know each other. Talk¬ 
ing about such personal important 
things. 

Over the last of the wine, Darr 
finally made up his mind. He’d ask 
her if she wanted to go to the movie 
with him. Kind of a girl she was he 
felt that wouldn’t be too much to 
ask. Her response to his question 
was 'Which movie*. He told her he 
didn’t know what was playing so she 
suggested the Italian movie, a prize 
winner, and Darr found himself 
agreeing. This was sure some girl. A 
good job, likes French food and 
Italian movies, probably reads a lot 
and she is sure a good listener. 

When the checks came Darr in¬ 
sisted on paying both in spite of the 
girls arguments. They left the res¬ 
taurant with Jarvier bowing and 
scraping as though he also had some 
personal secret. 

The door closed behind them and 
they headed down towards Miarket 
Street and the movie. 

Here again, the feeling that he was 
on a date that had been planned took 
even stronger grip on Darr and he 
again paid for both. The girl tried 
to offer him her money but he re¬ 
fused. 

Inside the theatre, seated in the 
darkness. Darr wondered at his own 
feeling of strength and accomplish¬ 
ment with the girl. He felt as though 
something very important were hap¬ 
pening not knowing what it could be. 

The movie was a really wild Italian 
one with girls running around half 
naked, or in dresses with nothing 

underneath and always, somehow, 
managing to get soaked so that their 
bodies pressed their way through the 
cloth. 

Darr always felt a certain amount 
of disgust at this blatant kind of dis¬ 
play, but this was an art movie and 


the upthrust breasts were probably 
meant to be some deeper meaning. 
The women probably expressed low¬ 
er depths of animal lust. It was 
things like this that they could do 
only in foreign movies. 

Darr became aware of the girl 
moving about next to him, and he 
realized she was trying to take off 
her coat. He reached across the back 
of her seat and helped her. As she 
raised her body to slip the coat out 
from under herself he became rather 
painfully and suddenly aware that he 
was accompanying a girl who’s breast 
measurements probably far exceeded 
those of the women in the movie. 
The flickering light from the screen 
played across the high arch across 
her chest, the bottom of her round¬ 
ness disappearing in the darkness. 

Her face turned as she folded the 
coat and caught Darr staring. Her 
eyes immediately dropped away from 
him and again Darr felt the surge of 
wondering and then realization. 'The 
right kind of girl.’ He’d said it to 
himself so many times he didn’t rec¬ 
ognize her when he was with her. 
Sure he was staring at her, but she 
didn’t brazenly stare back. This girl 
was different. She didn’t throw it at 
you. This girl had class. 

Darr realized he had only one inch 
to lean and his shoulder would be 
touching hers. He did, and again the 
warmth of another body surged into 
his. Through the hardness of muscle 
under his flesh he felt the givingness 
of her softly rounded arm. Darr be- 
came aware, for the first time in his 
life that a feeling could course 
through his whole body. Stirrings 
he’d never felt before became a ter¬ 
ribly conscious part of his mind. He 
was sure the girl was as aware of 
them as he was. He glanced quickly 
to the side. No. She was just watch¬ 
ing the movie. 

By the time the film had ended, he 
had managed to be holding her hand, 
and they were still holding hands as 
they walked out of the theatre. He 
helped her on with her coat and they 
started up Market Street. 

At the first corner, Darr stopped. 
She turned facing him. She waited. 
Darr didn’t want to say the wrong 


thing. . , 

T like very much to see you again. 
She looked somewhat surprised. ’I 

don’t understand . ^ 

'Well . . . you see . . . we’re leav¬ 
ing San Francisco tonight. In a cou¬ 
ple of hours. And I’m very pleased 
I met you and I would like to see 
you again ... Very much.’ 
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Basical I* *. ' ^11 find three kinds of 
girls in Hollywood: actresses, 

models, and those who would like to 
be actresses or models. Let’s talk 
about models. There a small group 
of highly paid professional hi eh 
fashion photographer's models who 
headciunrter themselves in this Bae- 
dad of the Pacific. These eirls work 
primarily throuoh the well estab¬ 
lished agencies such as the Flaire 
Agency an d Marv Webb Davis 
Agencv. Since most of the work for 
models is in New York, most o f the 
bighlv trained rnrls work in the bie 
town. The Los Angeles classified di¬ 
rectory lists 35 modeling aeencies. If 
it is true thar th^re really isn’t that 
much work for fashion and public 
relations t v nc modeling. why so 
many agencies? A glance at the ads 
and at som^ of the recent headlines 
will giv** vom an easy answer. A 
glance through th** pages of DEVTL. 
Plavbov, Rogue, or anv other fine 
men’s publication will confirm the 
answer. Most of the models in Hol¬ 
lywood are available for fieure, 
semi-nude, and nude modeling. Th is 
doesn’t m^an that they are. bv anv 
stretch of the imagination, "bad” 
girls, but then, of course, we’ve 
never met a girl that we thought was 
a "bad” girl. Our experience has al¬ 
ways been that they are good, better, 
and wow! .... If you see what I 
mean. However, in addition to the 
professional models; fashion, figure, 
or otherwise, there are a seemingly 
unlimited number of girls in Holly¬ 
wood who seek out photographers 
so they might have their picture 
taken either draped or undraped. 


The reasons are numerous. Money 
is probably foremost. Although, the 
pay for f igure models is nowheres as 
high as it is for a good fashion 
model a good figure model can 
make in a day what a clerk in a de¬ 
partment store makes in a week. 
Many of the gals will pose in return 
for a group of pictures that they can 
.use in their portfolios. These port¬ 
folios are a necessity for modeling 
interviews. They show how a girl can 
look in various attitudes. It is with 
the "non prof ess i on a 1, professional” 
model that we are now going to 
interest ourselves. The following 
girls, photographers, and incidents, 
all exist or have existed. We’ve 
changed descriptions, and situations 
slightly to protect the innocent; 
n a m e I v, ourselves. We haven’t 
watched Perry Mason enough to 
develop our court room techniques. 
In the following paragraphs you will 
meet sotne of the wildest, fastest liv¬ 
ing. completely incredulous people 
in the LJnited States. We’ve had fun 
getting to know* them. We hope you 
do too. 

Firstly, there are the gals who 
work out of the "art studios.” 
You might be able to find these 
studios in anv town in America, but 
I doubt it. We’ve never seen them 
in any place but Hollywood. Re¬ 
cently, these studios have been mak¬ 
ing the headlines. Some of the local 
residents seem to feel that they are 
nothing but fronts for, what might 
be considered, naughty goings on. 
Anyone, but anyone, can walk into 
these studios, and, for a fee of ap¬ 
proximately $5.00 a half hour to 
$10.00 an hour, take their choice of 


a half dozen to a dozen girL. 

Don t have a camera? Don’t wor¬ 
ry; they'll lend you one. The amaz¬ 
ing thing is, that perhaps one of ten 
men who utilize the services of these 
studios, is actually a serious photo¬ 
grapher. Most of them, however, are 
uisr characters getting their jollies bv 
looking at. and possibly even taking 
pictures of, basically attractive girls 
w ho are willing to bare their all for 
a share of the fee. The gals are 
usually a combination of brittle 
hardness and naivitv. Perhaps this 
is true of many of the cals in Holly¬ 
wood. They treat the sincere, honest, 
decent guv with disdanc. and per¬ 
haps contempt. They fall hard for 
the polished, fast talker with the 
sports car and pad. Perhaps it is jus¬ 
tice, hut it becomes one of the basic 
truths of the times. This particular 
group of people in these times, find 
that there is very little satisfaction 
for anyone. Frustration is the key¬ 
note of the dav. Everybody keeps 
running on a treadmill of their own 
design. The end comes only in final 
exhaustion. This isn’t only true of 
the "strip for the drip" crowd. It is 
also pa r t of the bas«c philosophy of 
most of Hollywood's lost generation. 
More about this later. 

Walking into one of these ’stud¬ 
ios” is an adventure in itself. It re¬ 
minds vou of the stories you’ve 
heard about anv New Orleans red 
lighr district. The girls’ pictures are 
on the wall and you take your pick. 
Modern times being what they are, 
when you select the girl you want 
to photograph; instead of the 
familiar "ladies in the parlor,” an 
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intercom notifies that girl who has 
n elected that is wanted in 
one of the six "studios” for either a 
half h our or hour. What you do 
when von pet into the studios is your 
own business. We have had friends 
who tell us that any guv who walks 
out with pictures is a square. 

Do nor t^ink fo*- a moment that 
these are the only girls available 
for nude or semi-nude photography. 
An amazing large percentage of the 
beauty contest winners, embryo 
actresses, and prettv young things, 
who come to the hie town for a 
crack at show business, become avail¬ 
able after fighting the battle of the 
aggressive agents, the casting couch, 
and the passionate producer, for a 
month or two. Once again, we want 
to reassure you that this doesn’t of 
necessity mean they are "bad” girls. 
(At this point, our secretary just 


suggests they are just sick — We 
have glanced at her, and have decid¬ 
ed that we can hardly wait for the 
moment when she decides that sick¬ 
ness is "fun.") 

Of course, it doesn’t of necessity 
mean that they are unwilling to dis¬ 
pense a favor or two to a guy who 
just might appeal to them. This 
doesn t make them bad; just human. 
Let’s look at some of these girls in¬ 
dividually. 

There was Martha; 21, two child¬ 
ren, and the folks back home in 
Iowa say that she killed her hus¬ 
band. Martha was tall, well built, 
with a warm, warm smile. She 
roomed with one of the more ex¬ 
perienced models in town, and was 
looking for the big break. Martha’s 
problem was that she saw visions. 
She had lived her life amidst polter¬ 
geists, and other occult phenomena. 
We met Martha one evening, and 
decided upon going out for a drink 
in order to discuss a possible as¬ 
signment. It wasn’t until after she 
began to see strange mist formations 
over the waters of the Pacific, and 
decided someone, or something, 
from the great beyond, was attempt¬ 
ing to get word to her, that I realize 
that this lovely, young model, had 
perhaps more depth than I had 
realized. In fact, she was so deep 
that I -whisked her home and went to 
see an old Boris Karloff movie for 
comedy relief. On our way down 
Sunset Boulevard, she regaled me 
with stories of swinging lamps, doors 
that opened and closed by them¬ 
selves, and a canary’s cry that sound¬ 
ed strangely like her youngest child 
calling for help. Poor Martha. Se¬ 
ductive. Scintillating. Strange. 

Next came a group of five girls 
for a Hollywood story. One of 
whom we will call Clare. Clare 
vowed that she had never, nor 
would ever.do cheesecake modeling. 
Fortunatelv, all we wanted her for 
were a couple of casual, fully 
dressed, pictures. We consider her a 
good kid, respected her for her at¬ 
titude, and were delighted to find 
that, at least some of the young 
hopefuls in Hollywood were just like 
any other pretty, average, American 
kids in anv Midwest town. By the 
time our storv was printed, we were 
amazed to find that Clare adorned 
the cover, center spread, and four 
pages of a rival publication, wearing 
not much more than an innocenr ex¬ 
pression. 


One of the other girls we used in 
the story, recently went to Vegas 
with her parents; met a millionaire’s 
son on her first evening there; mar¬ 
ried him the following morning. As 
we write this, they are vacationing 
in Jamaica. The girl who was 
featured in the storv, and incidental¬ 
ly, who was photographed in the all 
together, was the first of four in a 
row, who offered to plav house with 
us the moment we got an apartment. 
Hollywood is a great town for play¬ 
ing house. Among the swinging 
groups, it is considered a mark of 
morality, only exceeded by marriage. 
All in all, most of the girls that we 
interviewed at that time, were 
searching, not for permanence, or 
love, but for momentary security, 
furtherance of career, and the key 
to an existence in Hollywood; ex¬ 
citement. 

Because the girls are as they are, 
-•'d the world around them is. as it 
is. the photographers are also basic¬ 
ally an unusual breed. Once vou 
leave the established glamour photo¬ 
graphers. who are often married 
men. and who are extremely talent¬ 
ed, vou find a group of shutter 
clicking swingers. who can undress 
a girl faster than vou can sav "watch 
the birdie!’’, and will start the aver¬ 
age shooting assignment with, "You 
want to take pictures before, or 
after, babv?”. Because an assignment 
means so much to most of these cals, 
rhev do not bother to argue pro or 
con. Their only decision is the ques¬ 
tion of when. Some of these photo¬ 
graphers have developed an ap¬ 
proach that rivals the greatest Cas- 
sanovas of any day. Their homes and 
studios (often one in the same) are 
traps guaranteed to snare the most 
elusive female. Their display of 
great pictures of lovely girls, both 
unknown and famous, is thoroughly 
in evidence. Awards and published 
photos are surely left strewn around 
the studio, in such a wav, that any 
casual glance must catch them. One 
fellow we know has everything, 
from his shotguns to his armv com¬ 
mission, placed advantageously on 
his walls. These photographers have 
other advantages going for them, 
that w f e, who do not know a Brownie 
from a Bugatti, may never hope to 
experience. They hold within their 
hands the promise of fame, future 
assignments, and, let s face it, the 
moment she has her clothes off, she 
has no secrets. 
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Windy Sellers is quite a dish. A 
beautiful face and a comparably 
magnificent body is something 
you see little of in many maga¬ 
zines nowadays. Windy dis¬ 
proves the fallacy that you can't 
have a lovely countenance and 
a controversial body. Even fur¬ 
ther she disproves the fact that 
beauty and brains don't mix. For 
along with all her other desirable 
attributes, she is excellent con¬ 
versation company. During the 
shooting of these pictures we 
learned that she has been 
through four years of college, has 
a B.A. in Fine Arts. She was in 
the top of her class and because 
she is so bright and in no way 
vacuous as most beautiful 
women are alleged to be, the 
shooting went fast... too fast for 
our taste. 

She has never been married, 
never been even slightly en¬ 
gaged. She dates many eligible 
bachelors but she says she is con¬ 
sistently appalled by their lack of 
"bringing up." She likes gentle¬ 
men. Although they may have 
ideas says she, there are ways of 
going about it gently and with 
some sense of timing. 

Rare steaks, baked potatoes 
and a Caeser salad are her fa¬ 
vorite dishes. She eats "like a 
horse" but never gains a pound. 
She attributes her slimness to 
running around outdors and en¬ 
gaging in various athletic chores. 
Well, here are the pictures of her 
running around outdoors. Any¬ 
one for the 4 minute mile? 
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'That’s what I’d like to do, but there’s 
too much at the office I’ve got to eet 
done. You’ll be there, tonight?’ She 
indicated the slip of paper. 

Georpie oicked it up, folded it and 
put it into his jacket pocket. ’Let me 
think about it.’ 

They parted outside the restaurant 
and Georgie headed back for his of¬ 
fice. 

Well, that sure wasn’t his after¬ 
noon. He goofed more things than 
he could ever remember. All he could 
think about was last night . . . lunch 
today - . . what was said to him . . . 
and what about tonight? Yeah, what 
about tonight? He remembered 
watching the sleek, well dressed fig¬ 
ure of the woman walk out of the 
restaurant. At the time, the thoughts 
in his mind were the verv thines he 
was now being asked to think. Then 
whv not? What was wrong? He was 
being asked, that’s what was wrong. 
A man should make his own deci¬ 
sions. A man should . . . Georgie 
stopped finally and began to think 
realistically. A man should take 
every opportunity presented to him 
and make the most of it. That’s what 
a man should do. 

Georgie was at the address at the 
stated time. He'd been in some beau¬ 
tiful homes, but this one was even 
more so. Everything about it and 
everything in it was just somehow 
better . . . that included the woman 
that met him at the door. 

Georgie felt like one of those nutty 
dreams he used to have, but later, 
not too much later, they hadn’t even 
finished dinner, while they were mak- 





ing believe they were watching tele¬ 
vision, Georgie knew he wasn’t 
dreaming. Now he began to realize 
what was meant by his talent. He be¬ 
gan to realize that he was making 
every move with a specific idea in 
mind. Each move led to the next and 
each was separate in itself. All the 
while he wondered why he’d never 
been aware of this before. Why he’d 
never thought about these things be¬ 
fore. He realized that each thing he 
did to give her pleasure gave him 
just as much. Her attentions and re¬ 
sponses gave him even more. Love 
making became a thing like writing 
a symphony and then conduction it’s 
first performance with full orches¬ 
tra. Georgie played beautiful*'that 
.night. Beautifully. 

He lost his job the next afternoon. 

That evening he couldn’t have 
cared less. 

He was established in a new apart¬ 
ment. He had charge accounts in his 
name all over town. His favors were 
desired madly by a group of women 
who wanted to lead the parade. 

If you think this went to Georgie’s 
head you’re wrong. The very talent 
that Georgie possessed could only ex¬ 
ist because Georgie was not an ego¬ 
tist. Onlv a selfless man could give 
of himself the way Georgie could. 
And receive, in return, the way 
Georgie could. 

Georgie refined his techniques. He 
found that the more he gave, the 
more he received. He wondered 
about the guys who missed all this 
because they thought that a relation¬ 
ship between a man and a woman was 
all to satisfy the man. He felt sorry 


for the women who used what they 
had to pet what they wanted from 
their husbands or boyfriends. He be¬ 
gan to realize the true meaning of 
giving. 

Georgie’s life was now made up of 
giving. Of himself. He went to some 
of the best parties in town, and some 
of the best homes, and some of the 
best women. 

Georgie began to realize that this 
was no small circle he was involved 
in. As he went along, his manners 
imoroved, the diamond began to 
show through the rough. In his spare 
rime he was doing a lot of reading, a 
lot of studying. His clothing met 
that perfect standard of quality seen 
onlv on the most impeccable. Not 
Hollywood, hut also not Bond Street, 
just that perfect balance. 

Georpie standards rose higher and 
hiaher. His techniques improved. 

Tben one dav. it happened. His 
name was mentioned in one of the 
Hollvwood columns and his career 
was destroyed. He was ruined. 

It took another meeting with the 
secretary to let him know that he was 
now out of the running. She ex¬ 
plained that her group couldn’t take 
the chance with him anv longer if he 
was going to become in any way a 
public figure. There were too many 
possible tongues to wag. too many 
eves to see. When he was just 
Georgie. no one was interested. Let 
him become important in anv way 
and he was worth the space in the 
papers. So. Georgie was to be lost to 
the circle. He could swear there was 
a tear in her eve as she told him this. 
She looked at him now as though he 
were someting extra special. Oh. not 
just in the wav she had looked at him 
almost three years ago. Was it that 
long ago? But now there was some¬ 
thing additional. He knew she 
thought he was trulv special. He 
could see the longing in her eyes. 

’I’l be at vour place at eight.’ 

She smiled, an almost sad smile, 
and nodded. She was holding back 
the tears. 

Well, it happened again that night. 
They started on the couch, proceded 
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If you’ve been doing the 
Twist and it bothers you, blame 
a dance craze that is sweeping 
the nation on a slower but stead¬ 
ier basis, “The Limbo.” You see, 
it was some people who were 
trying to straighten out from a 
Limbo Dance party who discov¬ 
ered the Twist. 

Herewith pictured a Limbo 
Party at nearby Malibu. 

I guess that a gal can get 
kinda warm doing all that lim¬ 
bering up and such. Here’s the 
Hollywood answer. 
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recording personalities? A radio, 
television, sports or motion picture 
performer always has an opportun¬ 
ity to follow a high impact per¬ 
formance with a series of failures 
without losing his or her fans and 
boosters. A recording industry 
"flash” is usually just that. With 
very few exceptions, if they don’t 
follow a hit with a hit, they’ve had 
it. Most of them keep trying but 
the public just doesn’t buy. For 
inrtance, whatever happened to 
Joan Weber? Remember "Let Me 
Go Love?” 

Even more of a puzzle is why 
some people can sell LP albums and 
not single records, while others 
can’t sell L.P.’s for money and are 
constantly ringing the cash registers 
with their single hits. Frank Sinatra 
is an excellent example of this Dif¬ 
ficult as it may be to believe, Sin- 
atn has only had one single that 
has ever sold a million records. 
That one was "Young At Heart,” 
in 1954. Frankie has very few peers, 
if any, in album sales. Perry Como’s 
strength, however, has always been 
in the single market. This is not 
t > s; v that either of these artists 
dr* no: sell both types of record 
inps, however, they sell best in the 
packages indicated. 

With the recent advent of stereo 
and the ultra high fidelity record¬ 
ings that featured "ping pong” 
stcrec effects as pioneered by 
Enoch Light and his Command 
Record label, American music has 
entered a new and fascinating era. 
Light and the engineering genius 
of a New York recording engineer 
named Bob Fine, brought to re¬ 
cords a new perspective. The pub¬ 
lic loved it and soon everyone was 
showing off his stereo rig with 
such albums as Command’s great 
"Petcussion” series. 

The question that next came to 
our minds was, naturally, where do 
wc go from here? We kept our eye 
on the industry and soon it was 
evident that one of the companies 
that had their eye on something 
more than just a juxtaposition of 
sounds was a voung but very ener¬ 
getic label called "Time Records.” 
W, took our tape recorder and 
went up to the modest offices that 
the f irm makes it’s headquarters on 
We st 45th Street in Manhattan, and 
wc interviewed the President of the 
firm and one of it’s top arrangers 
and recording personalities. Robert 
Shad, ’’Bobby” to all who know 
him is the president of ’’Time,” 
’’Shad” and ”B rent” records. Just 


past the two score mark chrono¬ 
logically, Bobby is one of the lucky 
"few who knew what he wanted as 
a teen-ager and worked at it until 
he made the grade. 

Musically, Bobby played "bad” 
guitar. Tlie choice of words is his. 
However, he loved jazz and jazz 
musicians. He could name every 
musician on every big jazz record 
recorded in the thirties. He dug Pet- 
tiford when the rest of the world was 
bemoaning the loss of Glenn Miller. 
Bobby felt that he was tuned to the 
sound of the times and that he could 
recreate it. When he was 19, he ap¬ 
plied for a job with Columbia Re¬ 
cords. George Avakian and John 
Hammond, both of whom have gone 
on to big things in the record in¬ 
dustry, interviewed him. They sent 
him home with a pat on the head and 
a word of advice. The word? "Don’t 
cry, kid.” 

So ... he started his own label. 
The time was right for jazz. Com¬ 
panies were popping up to challenge 
the "Big Three” (Victor, Columbia 
and Decca) all over the place. Con¬ 
tinental, Black and White and Sa¬ 
voy started recording jazz greats. 
Bobby had an advantage. He was a 
little guy who carried his guitar 
from club to club. The instrument 
was his calling card: it was his "in” 
with the other musicians. 

His first date received four stars 
from the Jazz Bible, Downbeat 
Magazine. Musicians were Charlie 
Shavers, Eddie Heyward, Oscar 
Pettiford and Clyde Hart. He hated 
it so much that after hearing the first 
cut at home, he cried. The perfec¬ 
tionist evident then as it is now. The 
difference being that Bobby had 
never, repeat, never, been inside a re¬ 
cording studio prior to recording 
that first date. 

After that he did hundreds of 
jazz sessions for a plethora of com¬ 
panies. The records never were very 
big sellers but they sold to a steady 
and ever increasing jazz audience. 
Bobby was the first man to record 
Dizzy Gillespie. He paid three dif¬ 
ferent A F of M locals to get Charlie 
Parker on his first Union record 
date. In 1948, he started his own jazz 
label, "Sittin’ In.” With sidemen 
like Charlie Ventura, Stan Getz, 
John Hardy and Buddy Stewart. 
Bobby began to swing. 

On a sales jaunt Joe Behari, an¬ 
other early comer to the record in¬ 
dustry, Bobby found that Behari’s 
awful Rhythm and Blues records 
were outselling his fine jazz two 


hundred to one. That did it. 

Bobby bought every R 6C B disc 
he would get his hands on. He spent 
day and night listening and digest¬ 
ing them. He then bought one of the 
early Magnachord tape recorders 
and went on the road to record 
R 6C B artists on location. In 1949- 
50, he recorded such picturesque 
artists as Lightening Hopkins, Smok- 
ey Hart and Peppermint Harris. In 
1951 he broke through big and had 
six records among the top selling 
jazz records nationally. Mercury Re¬ 
cords, one of the alert and more ad¬ 
venturous companies in the business 
beckoned and Bobby joined them. 
He was in complete charge of their 
new Rhythm and Blue division. Be¬ 
fore he left the company he was to 
start a jazz department, sign such 
people as Gerry Mulligan, Errol 
Garner and Sarah Vaughn and Clif¬ 
ford Brown. He was to record John¬ 
ny Otis, Dinah Washington, Georgia 
Gibbs, Patti Page and The Platters. 
He would also have created at least 
eight million selling records such as 
The Platters’, "Great Pretender,” 
"Only You,” and their really tre¬ 
mendous selling "Smoke Gets In 
Your Eyes.” He would also help the 
Patti Page saga along with million 
selling "Allegheny Moon” and "Old 
CaDe Cod.” 

But bobby wasn’t happy. 

He felt that there was a change 
due in the record industry and that 
he wanted to be free to create with 
an unlimited budget, extreme taste 
and with only himself to answer to 
for his mistakes. In May of 1960, 
Bobby organized Time Records, 
Inc. 

He had noticed the trend toward 
"sound” records. Enoch Light had 
created magnificent color and excite¬ 
ment with his new Command Line. 
The theory was as old as stereo re- 
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cording. Give the stereo fan a "ping 
pong” effect. After all, he’s invested 
in a stereo rig, let him enjoy the ad¬ 
vantage that he enjoys over the mon¬ 
aural man. Most AfliR men (these 
are the men who blend the artist 
with the correct repertoire and then 
have the know how to record both 
well) had stopped recording with 
stereo techniques. The feeling 
among the sophisticated record man 
was that "ping pong” was fine in 
1958, but that the stereo addict in 
1960 wanted high fidelity presence 
with excellent balance. Light proved 
them wrong. Persuasive Percussion, 
his first album was an immediate 
sensation and was the prototype for 
an avalanche of "sound” albums to 
follow. Among these were the first 
seven or eight albums released by 
Time Records. 

Bobby’s thinking was to get in on 
a good thing. Here was a field where 
he could compete with the major re¬ 
cord companies. He started to build 
his organization. He looked for 
fresh people. He wanted none of the 
hacks, the men who had grown tired 
in the business, the men who felt 
that they knew it all. 

At this time he determined that 
he would not move in the same di¬ 
rection that the already successful 
Command operation had moved. He 
was to gather his top creative brains 
and move a step further. He wanted 
to add color and excitement. He also 
wanted to add one prime quality to 
top flight stereo recording. He want¬ 
ed to offer interesting stereo value 
without losing the pure joy of 
musicianship and without completely 
obliterating the composer’s art. 

He started to send out feelers for 
some of the top arrangers in the 
business. He wanted men with fire 
in their brains, dynamite in their 
fingertips and the joy of creativity 
in their hearts. 

One of the first arrangers to join 
him was the young, handsome, Hugo 
Montenegro. 

Hugo came to Time after two 
years in the doldrums at 20th-Fox 
Records, where the powers that he 
gave only lip service to his bril- 
lance. At 35, Hugo has been arrang¬ 
ing for 18 years. His first job was 
to arrange for 120 men that Andre 
Kostelanetz was to conduct at a 
Navy ceremony. Hugo had never 
touched anything larger than high 
school dance band prior to this date. 
Unfortunately, or perhaps for¬ 
tunately, as a swabbie, nothing class, 
he had nothing at all to say about 


doing the arrangements. Armed with 
a tattered Glenn Miller transposi¬ 
tion book, Hugo scribbled massive 
arrangements strictly by ear and in¬ 
stinct. They played and played well. 
He was amazed to hear what the 
harmonies sounded like when they 
were played. The oboe, basson and 
similar instruments had been only 
words in music stores prior to this 
concert. 

Kosty liked his work and advised 
him to study. So he studied. Im¬ 
mediately upon leaving the Navy, he 
went to work on a course based on 
the Schillinger Method of Arrang¬ 
ing. Schitlinger is a basic mathemati¬ 
cal method and is the established 
standard for most arrangers. Hugo 
hated it. He felt that it limited him 
to'’* mit'*h. It was too mechanical. 

He chucked it. 

He moved to the coast and strug¬ 
gled as an arranger. Red Nichols 
kept him alive by giving him a 
couple of arrangements a week to 
do. Red didn’t pick most of the 
tunes, choosing rather, to let Hugo 
come up with fresh ideas. Out of 
this freedom came the great Battle 
Hymn of The Republic. This was to 
be perhaps the big number in 
Nichol’s career and was later the 
theme of the motion picture "The 
Five Pennies” based on Nichol’s 
life. 

Hugo tried to break into studio 
arranging while he was on the coast 
and found that he didn’t have the 
experience or maturity for it. He did 
some arrangements for Gene Krupa 
and then came back to New York to 
study. 



After a stint in the Manhattan 
School of Music, he arranged for 
such television shows and personali¬ 
ties as Arthur Godfrey and all of his 
"family.” Julius LaRosa, Marion 
Marlowe, et al. He also arranged for 
"Chance of A Lifetime” and the 
Paul Winchell Show. 

While he was doing this he was 
signed to a recording contract by 
Herman Diaz, an executive with the 
defunct "Vik” label, a subsidiary of 
RCA Victor. He recorded two al¬ 
bums for them. On the first, the 
company tried to take advantage of 
the similarity of his name with the 
big selling London artist, Montevani. 
It didn’t help. Although the albums 
are still played by deejays, the com¬ 
pany was not an aggressive one and 
the work never did receive proper 
exposure. 

Hugo was restricted by the desire 
for true commercial appeal. The 
company wanted no hint of the jazz 
sound that is inherent in the Mon¬ 
tenegro soul. It is his feeling for 
jazz that created the true wedding of 
talents between Bobby Shad and 
Hugo Montenegro. 

When Hugo resigned his position 
as musicial director at 20th-Fox to 
accept what might be considered a 
step down with Time, the only 
thought on his mind was that at 
least he was going to have a chance 
to express himself musically. 

He couldn’t believe it. Here was 
a man who said, "Do anything you 
want.” Don’t look to save my mon¬ 
ey. Give me a great sound. Don’t 
use two bongos, give me six. Don’t 
use three trumpets, use five.” Here 
was a challenge. Hugo let out all of 
his passion and animosity. He ar¬ 
ranged and conducted nine albums 
in five months. For the first time, 
he has an album on the national best 
seller list. He’s happy and feels that 
now, for the first time, he is reaching 
his creative peak. 

The proof is in the listening. 
These two men, have with the en¬ 
thusiasm of roosters impregnated 
with Spanish fly, flown into the 
future of recorded music and by 
sheer inventiveness, audacity and 
their own moments of genius, creat¬ 
ed new sounds, new ideas and new 
techniques beyond what most 
people are playing or recording to¬ 
day. Occasionally you will hear 
other packages that approach the 
excellence of a Time Series 2000 
album, but we know of no label that 
is as consistantly superb. 

Our personal favorites . . . 
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BEAUTY BATH... 


BATH BEAUTY 






Certainly one of America's most photographed 
undressed gals is the delightful dish pictured 
on these pages. Diane is seen on more covers and 
in more center spreads than almost any of the 
most popular glamour models. The reason is cer¬ 
tainly evident here. A fresh, delightful, "up and 
at 'em” vitality that is enough to make any man 
stay home with a good book. Preferably this one. 

If this isn't enough to bring back the old fash¬ 
ioned tub bathing, nothing is. Looks like heaps 
of fun, doesn't it? 


r 










One For The Road 





* 








A 

Hollywood 


Back in the days when "action 
was something that came after 
"lights" and "camera/* instead of 
something that took place between 
the cashier’s booth and the French 
revue in a Vegas casino, when you 
heard that someone lived in the 
"hills,** you naturally assumed that 
the reference was to Beverly Hills. 
Today the only safe assumption in 
Hollywood, is that when the wife of 
"that** actor, who everyone says is 
gay, gives birth to a child, "he” is 
more surprised than she is. The 
"prominent** hills today are the now 
the staid and proper Beverly Hills, 
Mickey Cohen is Virginia Hill, and 
the "I can’t afford it, but I don’t 
give a damn, Hollywood Hills.” 
The population of the H. H., as 
we’ll call them from here on in, 
consists ofl the following family 
groups: (1) Three,* $75.00 a week 
males, living together. (2) One, 
no-visible income female, with 
visiting uncles, good friends, and 
Brinks’ armored truck. (3) Two 
girls and one boy. The girl who has 
the guy is putting up most of the 
rent; the other girl is putting up the 
balance and the boy is complaining 
about the cooking. (4) Two boys 
living together, but peeved at society 
because they can’t get married. (3) 
Two boys and their mother living 
together. One of the boys has an 
oedipus complex, the other is defin¬ 
itely Romulus (6) Single girls and 
single boys whp like to think they 
dig seclusion but in the final analysis 
are relieved to find that a pad in the 
hills offers none of this. This group 
prefers not to have a roommate be¬ 
cause they want the run of the house 
for those memorable, immoral mo¬ 
ments. Some of these moments last 
weeks, or at least until the protein 
pills give out. (7) Single men who 
dig prestige and use the pad as a 
place to invite guests who are in a 
position to: 

a—Loan them money 

b—Help them professionally 

c—Teach them 13 new Hindu 
sex tricks. 

d—Introduce them to some girls 



who don’t live in the hills, 
e—Introduce diem to some girls 
who do live in the hills, 
f—Take a girl off their hands, 
g—Introduce them to that gal 
who has completed 17 abor¬ 
tions with only 2 knitting 
needles and a bottle of 100 
proof vodka (domesric). 
h—Get free passes for: 

1—movies 


2— sports events 

3— stndio tours 

4— sneak previews of Nudie 
Cutie motion pictures. 

5— private showings of the 
latest fashions at Forest 
Lawn. 

6— back seats it backers’audi¬ 
tions. 

7— front seats at talent audi¬ 
tions. 

In truth, there is no advantage in 
living in the hills. The view of the 
haze over Hollywood or the smog 
over Burbank, depending upon 
which way your house faces, must 
be just as enlightening at sea level. 
The houses in the hills are basically 
cold and drafty or ultra-modem and 
drafty. Some of the wildest and most 
radical designs in home construction 
anywhere in America can be seen in 
a brief ride over the treacheronsly 
narrow pavements that the City 
of Los Angeles laughingly calls 
"Drives.” One long time resident of 
H. H. claims that these panic park¬ 
ways were developed from old mule 
trails which were then narrowed for 
the purpose. At one time, most of 
these drives had a white line painted 
down the center. This was stopped 
when too many of the residents com¬ 
plained of the paint overlapping on¬ 
to their properties. For many years 
only hardy, healthy, hikers dared 
make, their way amongst the clifts 
and crests. Then Hollywood went 
sports car crazy and die swingers 
found that the small cars "just fit” 
the roads. Nowadays, die only way 
the owner of an American car is 
accepted into H. H. society, is by 
passionately declaring to one and 
all that he hates it. (The car). 

Basically, however, the crowd in 
the hills is young, vital, saturated 
with phonies, happy; and, as a com¬ 
munity, probably has the most lib¬ 
eral sex life this side of a Stockholm 
House of Ill Repute on die day an 
American aircraft'carrier hits port. 

The easiest summation is that pro¬ 
perty values are high, rents are high, 
the crests are high, and the residents 
. . . Well, what do you expect? 
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One 

Melt 


of .A Wo 


oman 


WOMEN ARE EXCITING, GOOD-NATURED, GRIVE 
TO BE OVERMASTERED, PASSIONATE, SWEET, 
FURIOUS, JEALOUS, SHALLOW, INTERESTING, 
TEMPTING, TRUSTED, TRUE, FAIR, WITTY, AR- 
ROUSING. STRONG, ALL OF THESE THINGS, 
AND UNIVERSAL. THIS MONTH, BARBIE 
PARKS, IS OUR ONE HELL OF A WOMAN 
FOR DEVIL. ONLY A WOMAN COULD LOOK 
HUMOROUS, SEXY, STRONG YET CONQUERABLE, 
NUDE BUT INNOCENT. 
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She looked up into his face. 'How 
soon will you be coming back?’ 

'About six months.’ 

'Oh.’ 

He thought she looked almost em¬ 
barrassed. 

'Would you care to come to my 
place for a snack before you go back 
to your ship?’ 

Darr glanced at his watch. He’c 
have just enough time for maybe a 
cup of coffee and then have to leave. 
But he’d know where she lived so he 
could see her again when he got back. 

She lived in a small apartment 
house up one of the many steep hills 
and her apartment was like her. Neat. 

Once inside, she bustled about 
making the snack. Crackers cheese, 
jam and coffee. She asked Darr if 
he liked records to put some on. He 
saw the record player and had just 
started for it when he heard the crash 
and scream from the kitchen. 

He rushed back across the living 
room toward the kitchen. As he 
turned the corner he slammed into 
the girl. 

They both fell to the floor in the 
kitchen, Darr scrambling to get to his 
feet, while apologizing to the girl. 

On their feet he asked what had 
happened. 

Showing the front of her dress to 
be sopping wet, she explained how 
the pot of water* on the stove had 
tipped spilling its contents. In her 
attempt to grab it she had only 
worsened matters. 


to the bedroom, the kitchen, the liv¬ 
ing room floor and finally ended in 
the bedroom again, this time on the 
the bed . . .and they finally got some 
sleep. 

As I said, the women in the circle 
were influential. Many in their own 
right, and many through their hus¬ 
bands. 

Georgie’s a big man today. Yeah, 
he s still in Hollywood, in the movie 
and television business. Put all the 
evidence together and you’ll be able 
to guess who he is. Georgie isn’t his 
real name. 

Oh, and the best one he ever had 
. . . the secretary who introduced him 
to the circle? VCTiat’s she doing since 


'I’d better get out of this and hang 
it in the bathroom to dry so I can 
iron it for work.* 

She went back to the living room 
and to a closet. 

'You’ll have to turn away so I can 
change.’ 

Darr turned from her and went 
back to the phonograph. He found 
some 'Music to . . . By’ type of rec¬ 
ords and put them on the spindle. 
When he had the music turned on he 
crossed the room, still keeping his 
eyes diverted from the girl, and 
looked out the windows at the fog 
moving in more thickly across the 
Bay. That’s when he saw it, and 
that’s when his heart stopped beat- 
jng. Literally. 

Reflected in the inside of the win¬ 
dow because of the darkness outside, 
he could see the girl behind him 
across the room. She had removed 
the dress . . . her shoes . . . her stock¬ 
ings . . . her bra . . . and her panties. 
She was standing there . . . No, that’s 
not right, she wasn’t just standing 
there. She was doing more than that. 
She was facing him and she was play¬ 
ing her hands over her body . . . 
back and forth ... up and down. Fol¬ 
lowing each curve and contour . . . 
carressing each swelling and depres¬ 
sion. Her arms seemed formless ... . 
just soft ululating forms curving 
and sinuous over her shapliness. 
And it was shapliness. His estimate 
of her breast size had been no mis- 


Georgie retired? She got the best 
catch of all . . . She’s keeping house 
for him. That is as much house as 
she’d hgye to keep in one of the 
ritziest, most expensive neighbor- - 
hoods in Hollywood. She married 
Georgie. 

But, don’t lost faith. Now that 
Georgie s retired and in business, 
don t think he’s lost his touch, or his 
technique. His wife is too smart for 
that. She sees to it that they have 
house guests every now and then. 

After all, it’s to her benefit that 
Georgie maintain his ability at its 
highest. 

And he does. 


take. They were large . . . but not 
just large . . . they were large and 
round . . . they were large and un¬ 
tilted . . . large and firm . . . large 
and . . . 

Darr hadn’t realized when he’d 
done it, but he had turned and was 
facing her. His body as he was aware 
of it was thrumming with power. He 
felt almost apart from it. As he 
stared at her, her hands had stopped 
their motion and slowly, slowly they 
extended towards him. 

As aware as he was of himself, he 
was also aware of her. The fullness 
of her whole body. She stood there 
as though she could never have done 
anything else ... as though he could 
never have expected her to do any¬ 
thing else. No. She could never have 
done anything else. He knew that. 

He had so little time left. He knew 
that too. 

He went to her hands. The hands 
that were waiting. And he filled those 
hands. Four hands . . . none were 
empty. The lights stayed on . . . the 
music played . . . and played . . . and 
played. When Darr woke up he knew 
something was wrong. Something 
was nagging at his mind. He heard 
the music. It was the same song he’d 
been hearing when he’d fallen asleep. 

FALLEN ASLEEP!! What time 
was it? In the tangle of clothing on 
the floor he found his watch. It was 
a quarter to seven. A quarter to 
seven. 

His ship pulled out at two AM. 
And knowing his skipper that ship 
had pulled out at two AM. 

Darr looked at himself wondering 
why he felt nothing about missing 
the ship. A lot of hard work and 
studying thrown away. Then his eyes 
went back to the bed. The figure that 
seemed to be tossed loosely on the 
bed. All curves and softness and 
warmth and heat and hot. 

Again the thrumming and again he 
went to the hands. As she woke he 
knew why he felt nothing about miss¬ 
ing the ship. There’d be other ships, 
but not other girls . . . not like this 
one . . . this was that different kind 
of girl ... a very different kind of 
girl. 

She turned up to him and without 
opening her eyes murmered, 'What 
time is it’. 

He felt the warmth and heat and 
bet as he smoothed down to her. 

. 'Plenty of time’ . . . and plenty to 
do . . .’ 

He didn’t even know her name. 

She smiled 
waiting. 

He didn’t have to. 
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OLD MODELS —OF COURSE! 


by 

Alex Blake 

To listen to all the advertisements that reach the ears of the 
unsuspecting public one would think that the best policy — in 
anything — is to trade in old models for new. Well it just isn't sol 

If you really want a thrill. A pure sensual excitement, it is the 
old models — of course! — who will have the lines and curves and 
body in the right place. The newer ones are just beginning and it 
might even be said that they don't really know what the customer 
wants. They think they do, but believe the authorities — who ever 
they might be — that this just is not so! 

I'll agree that when it comes to cars that this might not be true. 
Each year's new model is an improvement over the last — except 
for a few exceptions — and the advertisements — in this field — 
will be true. 

But the kind of models we are talking about here are those 
that are easily seen by turning the pages of this magazine. Though 
I believe that it would be a good idea to point out that we are not 
talking about any one these particular ones — have to cover one¬ 
self for libel (depending on the moral dedications of those most 
willing — who might not like the idea of being called pure and 
innocent — or those who are pure and innocent who don't like 
being called "ready, willing and anxious"). 

To protect the innocent we won't cite any real life case to 
prove our point — because there are so many exceptions to any 
statement about people — but rather take you through a little trip 
through the photographer's pad and let him tell the story his way, 
just as we heard it (with a few — minor — changes there to protect 
the not so innocent). 

"Well, daddio. I'll tell you all... say, about a drink — want 
one? 

"Okay, I'll tell you what this thing is all about. Mind if I put 
on some jazz? I have several things I like. Kenton. Badley, Brubeck 
... care what it is? 

"Swell, that's the guy I like too ... 

"Now, as I was saying. You wanted to know the truth about 
taking snaps of the chicks. As I gather it, you do this thing for a mag 
and have been asked by the top-hatch to find out for your readers 
— sorry, the mags readers — what's the best kind of woman to take 
pics of? Yeah, I know, you want to slant it slightly ... Read you 
dad — you want to know what kind of girls are... how's that you 
put it? Ready, willing and anxious. Well Daddio, I don't know 
what to tell you ... I'm afraid that the readers won't like the truth 
imuch. 

"Don't blow your cap off! There're some that'll give you a little 
(more for your money. You know, the ^pls who want to show how 
3aivin' they are. 0 






"But, you'd be flipped if you knew just how few there or .. . 
I mean the ones that are worth taking pictures off, too. A lot of this 
models are all business — which is good for the cause... but, every 
once in a while you come across someone really willing to give a 
little extra. 

"Now, you take this girl. .. she's been in the game for some 
time, came to the movie land to get into pictures — moving, not 
still — but she just didn't have what it took . . . good figure and 
all that; it just takes more than good looks. And she wouldn't put 
out to any of the boys then. After too many years of batting her 
head against the wall she started posing for the pics and then — 
though all business still, cause she was making with the money 
— she continued on trying to get into Hollywood and finally real¬ 
ized she'd have to give out a little ... poor girl, just got a few bit 
parts... 

"As you can see from her pictures she's quite a breast girl. 
And believe me, those are real! When she was younger her build 
was a little more compact. Now that she's been around, and real¬ 
ity slipped past her one-cell, she's given up all hope of being a 
actress, so now's she is willing to give out with the goods. What a 



waistline. Thin, long tapering arms and legs and fingers. Flaring 
hips. Don't have to do much of any touch up on her. 

"So, there is one example. A girl who has been around a 
little. Came from the farm country and finally ended up in gettin' 
with the photo boys. 

“But you take this girl! She's still young. She's still looking for 
a big contract in some movie or tv studio. Couldn't touch her with 
a ten foot pole!" 

He was looking at one of the most beautiful charms that I'd 
seen for a long time. Young. Happy. Gay looking. Youthful and 
firm in figure. “She's," he continued, "making time with some 
producer, trying to get that big part... never can tell, maybe she 





will . . . but if she doesn't it will be circulated around that she's 
open territory and everybody will be in for the fun ... and finally 
she'll end up just like this other girl or head back home, marry 
some square... 

"To sum it all up. Tell you what! If she's been around for some 
time and came from the farm country or even some of the city 
girls, chances are that there is no trouble in getting a little fun on 
the side ... it's the young ones that are selective ... and one hell 
of a lot of the older ones . .. you get to know one from the other 
from instinct . . . but for me, daddio. I'll lay it straight! When it 
comes to all around fun, the old models — of course! For two 
reasons... 

"One, they are willing, ready and anxious — like you said — 
and for the second one, they know one hell of a lot more ways to 
please a man . . . and are more than ready, willing and able to 
give a little more for the money ...!" 

So, right from the experts mouth comes the truth. If you want 
a few interesting evenings with a model — taking pictures and 
getting more than your money's worth — get the old-pros. They 
not only are ready and willing but they know the score. 


But, in all honesty, it must be pointed out that after having 
visited several other photo-experts the following information was 
collected — all of which seems to confuse the issue a bit. 

One said, "You can't touch any of them." 

Another said, "All of them are ready, if you push the right 
button!" 

A third came right out and admitted, "The young one's can 
be conned into anything . . . it's the older models who know the 
score, and they aren't fooled by anybody!" 

But, the fourth guy seemed to sum up the whole thing pretty 
nicely when he said: "They're just like all other women. Each one 
is different. But generally it is pretty much of a truth to say that 
they are even more careful than most girls. They have to consider 
their bodies. After all, they are selling their bodies and they watch 
out pretty much. It's true what you said about older models some¬ 
times being willing to please with a little more action — but you 
have to remember that they are already on the down grade and 
have to compete with younger girls with more youthful figures. 
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Still you'll find young girls willing to put out as much effort to get 
their pictures taken as any others. It all depends on the girl. Still, 
one point should be cleared up. Show girls, women in the business 
of selling their bodies — and this means as a item to see, not to 
play around with — are pretty selective. A good figure is one of 
the best ways to get a good pay check at the end of the week — 
regardless of what anybody will tell you!" 

So that just about tells all. Just remember that when you have 
that girl up to take pictures of, she might be ready, willing and 
anxious to please, but don't push ... treat her like you would any 
other woman and your chances are just as good as they might be 
with any other woman — but the rewards will be one hell of a lot 
greater! 

But trading in old models for new would be a waste of time. 
Keep the ones you have that are ready, willing and anxious, be¬ 
cause they will — and you don't know about the others. 

So, old models — of course! 





tne new magic brush 
and roller you twirl ... It 
sure wasn't this much 
trobule when I just used boar 
grease." 
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"And Satchmo said that he got 
50 thousand for the Pepsi gig 
alone. Beat them skins, 
Abba. I think the quy in the 
tiger skin is from M.C.A. " 




When our sketch artist. Joss, returned from 
Africa, he brought with him the collection of 
impressions that you see here. One of our 
wittier boys grabbed the sketches and titled 
them with “his own” impressions. Sooo . . . 
What we have is an impression of an impres¬ 
sion. That’s like Frank Sinatra doing an im¬ 
pression of Sammy Davis, Jr. doing an im¬ 
pression of Frank Sinatra. See what we 
mean?? . . . No? . . . Oh, well. Forget it. We 
hope you find them funny. We can’t wait to 
see brother Joss’ face when he finds out how 
these sketches are running. 



"I told you, Yusef. Until you 
take a bath, no veil is gonna 
fool me." 




"Jacquie Kennedy! Jacquie 
Kennedy! If he doesn't stop 
Jacquie Kennedying me. I'll 
Just have to get a new hair¬ 
do." 
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